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home with my friends. We stepped over the rampart
that keeps out the dogs and were turning towards the
quarter where the Shereefah lived when I discovered a
man striding from the shadows below an alcove and
pulling the Matof's arm. For several minutes they spoke
in a swift murmur I was unable to follow. As far as
I could distinguish in the gloom the stranger seemed
an Indian and presently he uttered one or two Hindus-
tani words. He was a thin man, well dressed in white
silk robes, and wore a tasselled tarbush. Light coming
from a doorway showed that the stranger must be about
thirty years old. The Arabs who were with me asked
each other: "What had happened?'' They grew silent
when they saw Mahomed Salie chattering with in-
creasing earnestness. Suddenly the guide called, "Haji,
do you know this man?'7

"No," I answered, "I have never seen him be-
fore/'

Meanwhile, I noticed the Indian talking privately to
the other Matof. We went back to the pilgrim house,
where I thoughtfully lounged in its courtyard wondering
what had happened. I sighted my guide calling for
the Wakeel. The latter arrived, heard what the other
man whispered, and then ran straight up the staircase
that led towards the Shereefah's rooms.

Whatever might have caused the trouble, and there
certainly existed a most peculiar mysterious air through-
out the buildings since the home-coming, the Shereefah
and her Wakeel must have decided that nothing was
wrong.